THE    MEMOIRS    OF
'You lie, blast you!' roared Foxley. 'You're long Hem-
penstall that used to hang the rebels long ago in Ireland,1
*I am sure I'm not, sir/ replied the terrified stockman.
*I never was in Ireland in my life.*
'Now, look you. Sandy,' said Foxley to McCoy, 'ain't it a
hard case that such a long, crawling caterpillar should try
to make me out a liar? I tell you/ he went on, glaring at
Allen, 'you are the walking gallows. I heard my father talk
about you when I was little, how you used to go about with
ropes, and when the soldiers caught a couple of rebels they
would tie them together by the necks and throw them over
your shoulder to choke to death.'
'How could it be me,7 muttered the stockman. 'I'm only
twenty-two.'
'Say that again and I'll tear your damned tongue out!'
roared Foxley with a threatening movement towards Allen.
McCoy interposed again. 'Here, Phil, leave the long
slab of a ghost alone and come and have some food/
Foxley consented to go to the table, putting a pistol be-
side him before he began to eat. When the meal was ended
his insane obsession reawakened. He shouted for Allen,
whom he insisted upon calling Hempenstall, and forced
him to sing to him and then thrashed him with a stock whip
for making ugly faces. Tiring quickly of this he next in-
sisted upon all three men dancing jigs, while he flicked
wickedly at their legs with a whip to quicken their steps and
liven up the dance. He carried on in this way until sunset,
ignoring the pleas of Smith and McCoy that they should
hasten away before the help arrived which the escaped horse-
man would be sure to send or bring. At first he just met
their suggestions for flight with an idiotic laugh, but when
after nightfall they began to press him urgently to go he
worked himself up into a fury and told them to go by them-
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